Psychoanalysis, And Fe 
By Shomit Sirohi 


I. Incompleteness and Number, even Mathematical Imagination of Sex and Women 


First, of course, psychoanalysis is a great Discourse, of bodies and languages, even sex. It means of course, that except there 
is truth, which is love. Then the Discourse is finally of a theory of Discourses, it involves Poincare’s conjecture, even 
Lemarche’s Monadology and mathematical drawings of a line and its set of monadologies, all of which prepare a number of 
topo-logies, all to understand. I am not sure, that we are living exactly the same life. I am usually smoking cigarettes, in bliss 
with women and have never known exactly the need for psychoanalysis, though the demand curve, seems to exist, with a 


supply that is cheap. 


Finally, what is a world, it is a number, language and money index, of the whole parallelism, between colour - black and white, 
with some circles, I call finally ZFC analysis, very organic and all that where I receive in political form that oppression is 


everywhere. 


I have fallen in love. It is a pure, evening, in New Havens. Where of course, the evenings were pure, like America itself was 
pure when black people were free at one conjuncture called Riwanda’s walk to Christ’s life. Alot of black people settled in New 
Havens, and Wallace Stevens wrote a poem - An Ordinary Evening in New Havens. He meant alot of poets live this life, it 
meant of course that is what cures a person, the senses of evenings, or perhaps its constellation with at one level of the 
Lenoquer surface topo-logy, a man who is Great Other, and another who is big Other, and a final small Other, all know each 
other by a phone type surface, where they spend their automatic conversation, which solves all the problems of the world, by 


reasoning a little. 


How unreasonable then are we, according to Lenoquer of course, who is researching on the psychological condition, of 
ignorance and lack of attention to books, and searching for an answer to this existential life, as finally placed like a tube on 
the mind, how one is so sharded, and chaotic, like a splinter which has no form, something like consciousness, which is 
distracted but also not focussed, all kinds of blindness metaphors - here a chaotic circle, there a number of dark circles, no 


real form, those who know blindness should know there is nothing like darkness in the blind man’s life. 


Blindness then is finally, a film I made. A man is in his University, life, and finally admits that he will “take the underground”, 
even mix with elements of crime and buy a pistol. He then falls in love, and realises he is going blind. He opts of course for a 
pure blindness. Where he is in a pure catastrophe speculating how to be free of vision itself, which is such a criminal vision, a 
kind of optical eye on the topos as he learns psychoanalysis through Jorge Luis Borges’ essay on Blindness, and realises 


something. 


He realises that his weakness is very important, one must live a weak life. By the end of the film he is busy being weak, weak 


and hesitating, something like a Prophet in Islam, or Christ’s levitation in the waters. 


He now feels her body and face, with a temporal tactile efficiency, men who are blind are finally chaotic. No, the answer is to 


be tactile not about reading Braille, but its tactile training. You see, that he meant was the real. 


IL. Braille therefore and Psychoanalysis 


I learnt Braille psychoanalysis when I was visiting not a blind school full of really poor children, and really poor life, that 
demand for a high treatment in a simple optical treatment, which improves the eye condition if studied and measured into a 


perfect science, the path of Nobel Prize winners of course. 


But there I learnt only poverty as a general condition of men’s appearance and health and disorderly lives and trash, alot of 


breath issues, and general lack of hygene, and all of that stuff we call ossified lives. 


Blindness is like a topos I felt when I visited a Moncharane life as it is called, in boulevard walking even in French traditions of 


linguistic adaptation to a Mla. 


I will not talk too much about it - Braille studies, Louis Braille of course, the structure, the core-self, and all of that of what 
seems like a cinema, I once called audio-vision. It is something like the voice, the gaze, the sense of the body, the French 


language all of that is audio-vision. 


Body - Face, breasts, and Braille analysis - it must be Poetry, and poems, even Connections in a type of 
ass, and even legs and arms, | like a French body, or literacy and poemic slides abstract he meant, world- 
finally the eyes and hair on Spanish in the true sense and metonymy as poemic criticism. 

the head, even hair on the body, with contours and lives. 

body, all other features, like | contours of its analysis in 

clothing, and sets of circles | the body, like is the body 

or dark circles on the eye, analytic or dispersed and 


lips, sense of body. bad. 


Language and Sex - In facta | Tactile senses, like the Real senses avoided for a Abounding life, only life. 
condition of the mind, its nature of efficient real engagement with life, all 
sense, alot of its movements | Discourse. blind people are supposed 


in Mla and Den, which also to be militant. 


means linguistic philosophy, 


sciences, and then again 


sexual attraction. 


Il. Catastrophism, a General Mood for The Mind, in Islam, Judaism the Christ. 


Catastrophe, actually a novel, but when I read it I understand the ontology of an accident. What if I was in an inquiry on 


labour, that is one type of social inquiry, I deem onto-logical. But I also like an inquiry into the ontology of an accident. Can 


one tell, how an accident happens. There are rules of course of the road, but an accident, breaks that rule. You see, an 
accident is pure when it cannot be explained, I call that an axiom of chance. It is a good thing the accident, I felt when I was 


breaking the rules of the road. 


I inquire into this poem, I call it a inquiry. 


He is in a morning light. It is five. I get up, go out and everything is changed. In a minute, I run out of the road and reach 
another. There a car hits his adjacent building. It is all a morning, where the buildings are windows, in a sounded object of 
organised forques of people. There is a screaming, blood spills everywhere, come and see the blood on the road. In a half hour 


later, the road is a consequent. 


The mass media kept reporting a border peasant strike and agitations. The real scenario in India under the healthcare crisis,, 
was now recently called the general strike Petrogradism. What took place, was in formalism I now develop - A concrete 
insight from Sirohi was in an instance communicated to CPIML in Bihar, then there was organised by his line of land reforms 
by direct collective organisation and attack on upper-caste and OBC dynamics in all countrysides in fact, and in Mumbai 
against the fascist Shiv Sena, a set of unions of levels of mass cycles of class protests in the organised working class of 
Mumbai, Delhi and Chennai and Bangalore, Kolkata and Hyderabad, which were units of walk outs, and units of confluence 
assemblies, and mass horizontal structures of trade union assemblies, and even a call by Charu Mazumdar for total hit strike, 
which meant factory occupations Honda factory belts, which then became the call for peasant general strike and 
Maharashtra farmer as it is depleted to, strikes, which then mediates the grouped gatherings over the year of poorest of the 
poorest, and tribal lines of marches, all of which can be organised in the following concept - a small set of workers in garment 
sectors, which then grouped into a long walk to the cathedral it seemed in some arcane village, a large set of horizontal mass 
protests and cycles of furious stone pelting in factories in Chennai as in Kapashera, with elements of police informants in CIA 
setting off strikes in Detroit, and mass levels of fused pike gatherings in tribal Agency areas, and an all round Bharat Bandh 
from Bihar to UP and Delhi, with mass walk ins of tribal peasants and working class lines of factory occupation which 
sequences even in Mumbai and was in a concept, a level of workers who stand outside factories, and a level of the sub-set 
radical workers, and levels of sub-sets of other radical workers, all choreographing in timing, the organised walk out of more 
workers all in Manesar area, with then the co-ordinated general strike by Al communication to all, and then of course mass 
people’s walk in on factories and forms of assemblies and small gatherings all co-ordinated by Sirohi and Charu Mazumdar, to 
form the Shanghai Commune Sequence, in India of what became a large bird’s eye protest of what appears a small units of 
workers and large general workers all occupying the factories, in a timed sequence, of one site - Dharuera and Bawal and 
Manesar and Thane and Navi Mumbai as militant general strike conducted by CPIML in Mumbai, which ousted the fascists 


from Mumbai, which the focal pointed into an arrow in All India National Strike. 


I am in my mother's room. I live here, and think of her memories. I only knew her once. We met and were speaking on the 
telephone. I then went to the forque. We were talking there. I met her once there. I kept ordering my coat. I was carrying a 
file. It had my writings in it. I wrote in a French dialect. We kept talking and laughing. The sound of the morning passed. I then 
met Jacques. He was a detective. I met him when I drove my car. I met him at the radio station, he was a policeman. We were 


passing a theological judgement, even an astronomical distant remembrance of my mother. Jacques went off to the police 


station. I was called in. It was an interrogation. A year earlier, I was on a cycle. There the policeman caught me. I went into 


the room and waited. I was released. 


I. Slogans and The Base, Superstructure Logic of Politics in Communism 


When Mao says “Destroy the Old World, Forge the New World”, this is a slogan which then is a centralised party slogan, 
which has a base in party processes and working class politics, as with the active negation of the Red Guards called Student 


Democratic Movement. 


If he then says “Grasp politics, promote production”, this shifts to factory occupations of the working class and the drive 


towards production and factory shop-floor democratic processes. 


Like this I think of Oliver Feltham’s anatomy of a failure. One point, in the analysis, is how to analyse base and superstructure 
in politics - the correct slogans, discourse, line and plan, will then be too centralised or too mass horizontalist. It must 
develop the correct vertical discourse with horizontal assembly, and this seems to be the option neither working class self- 
activity nor party leadership as vanguardism, but its diagonalization into the correct working class self-organisation with a 
party that leads from the position of this immanent unfolding idea of the working class, as its vertical support, by simple party 


form debates. 


The party form therefore is the lacking debate on base and superstructure of politics in India - what is the correct form of the 
party, not a Stalinist dispositif of Party - TU - Student Union - Mass Organisations. Nor the simple criss-crossing 
spontaneous transformative multiples of ML party types. But instead a Paris Commune model of the Party, that Mao 


organised. 


It was the return to Paris Commune after the negation of Central Party of Leninism, and this was then Shanghai Commune, 


which is to our period what the Paris Commune was to Lenin and Trotsky’s period. 


In other words, Maoism is the Marxism of our times. It also means a return to Cultural Revolution, as our Paris Commune, and 
finally the extension of mass democracy and direct class confrontation, as the UCFML politics, which then is about the real 
lived experience of belonging to the working masses, which then becomes the experience of real lived analysis of the 
grassroot, which if it is a Party, must be not a Central Line, but a politics itself which is internal or interiorised, not exterior 


and massified into ossification. 


This then I call another aspect of Mao Zedong, that he was a State Revolutionary Subject, who demanded the continuation of 


politics, as the interior of politics in ML parties or CPIM, which is not the exterior of politics as bureaucratic normalism. 


Then I call for revolution to be practiced as mass line - two types from the party to the people, and from the people to the 


party. Mass line on the party and Mass Line of the party. This I call the Maoist Dialectic. 


II. Analysis of Cultural Revolution in China 
First I appreciate Arya Thomas’ account, which talks about the shift from Yunan hills which is also a Yunan teaching of school 
type to the masses, and then a descending from the Yunan hills to the southern Chinese hills, which is then the dual power of 


a long march prepared over 40 years of a protracted revolution under Mao. 


Now I proceed to its negation, which is a violent negation of all violence in the process of the Cultural Revolution, including 


wanton acts of violence by Red Guards. 


Then I proceed to the discovery of a problem called refractory red guards by Megana Arora, who however showed an 


inspirational film footage, which I appreciate, called school principle of collective teaching and learning. 


The I argue that there is a pure wish of moderation in Mao, towards in actual fact a centralist line, which wants that Yunan 


and a general learning in school form continues as post-revolutionary society. 


I then argue there was an impasse on the whole process, which is the subjective impasse of the politics of Red Guards and 


Working Class alike, which was to demand Communism, without compromise. This is then factionalised class struggle, and 


the wedge of the local parties in the whole Party form being reduced to the local wedge axis of localised politics, which meant 


the horizontal attack of the people aimed at a Party reduced to horizontal format. 


No, the attack must be aimed at the Party-State, and demand as they eventually did, the death of the dictatorship of the 


proletariat, by means of the death of the party, and this witnessed and then recoiled in front of yes, Communism. 


Ill. Party of a New Type 


We should be in no hurry of forming a party or party-form. 


We should form an intellectual party. 


We should then immerse ourselves in a formal debate. 


Stay close to actual developments, political processes, and somehow retain a programme which will be based on the strategic 


horizon of Communism, which is immanent to tactical developments, which is simply class against class, and popular front. 


Thank You. 


IV. Reading Sartre’s Comments on the Cultural Revolution 


I felt Sartre was arguing for a critical Communist, who is also partisan and supporting and guiding the party as its comrade 


and companion to the Party. I also see Badiou in this way, and of course Louis Althusser earlier. Then I feel Sartre is saying, 


this position has to be there, like Prabhat Patnaik in India, as Party Intellectual. Then I feel, there should be a critique of the 


party in Sartrean style as his gauche. 


I feel finally there should be a theoretical front. 


I finally think Sartre called the cultural revolution, fused in mass democracy at the base of the scale, but practico-inert 


eventually by party bureucratism. Instead let us fuse the whole thing, I feel. Like organising a debate, discussion. 


Later, I tried out Sartrean comments - an oscillation between moments of real developments and abstract moments of the 


Critique. 


Seven days later I met a woman. She was with her fiance. We speak on the phone. I went to my mother's grave and sat there. 
It was raining. I am now in my mother's living room. Here we met and died, for one hour. I kept cycling. I was on the steps. I 
was moving in elipses. I reached another destination. There I met Jacques’ collegue. He was Francoise, and he told me about 
the ending. Endpoint. He gave me a lesson on life. He said, there are three destinies to a person, either he travels on a line, 
reaches a place or ends. I am in a terminal hospital bed. I cried, I kept crying. And then I thought of my mother. She would 
have never allowed it. I am there with this man. I met my lover many years later. She was at the hospital. She wore a blue 


dress. I talked to her. Why are we here? I told him, to leave. We both left. 


I, stepped out. Morning light. We were together. It was a little love. We felt that we were in a perfect day. I walked with her, 


and it was all, breaking worlds, a lot of people ran in distinct roads, and it was catastrophe. 


II 


In a few minutes. I run upstairs and meet Jacques. He calls a friend on the phone. We are going out on the road. He tells me it 
is a logic of numbers. We are both friends. We are in fact close friends. I went into the radio station and got a police file. We 
were all about the noise. Jacques is a detective. He is searching for the papers, and case of a man who was lost to us. He was a 
man, who died in a firing. Jacques speaks to many people on the phone. I am his comrade. I am in fact only an observer. 
Jacques is filing papers, and I am standing at the door. I am in his house. He is a thinker of detective work. I am in fact talking 
to my lover about his work. Jacques calls me and takes my gun. I told him it is all so funny. That we are in the same room, but 
barely talk. In seventeen minutes he goes down. I am listening to his arguments. I am in a room, with his fiance. We talk about 


language and essays she wrote on politics. 


I, find myself in a car accident. 


Will we Win? 


I. Maoism is the Marxism of Our Times. (Line to be implemented) 


II. Cultural Revolution is to Our Period, what Paris Commune was to the First Period. 


III. Destroy the Old World, Forge the New World. 


IV. Mass Democracy, Direct Class Confrontation. 

V. I am Christ, Paul and Mohammad. Split the People. 

VI. Judaism, is scorned by a Scorpian. I will insurrect. 

VII. America, save the black people. Martin Luther and Malcolm, brother both. 
VIII. Journalistic lines - Youth spirit, feminism, and economic actuality. 


Lines to be written on a paper, including French UCFML, and Indian Althusserianism with practice or theory,praxis unity. 


Lines are finally a function of disjunctive synthesis - A or B. 


Ill 


Where were you? I was in a car. Do you speak French? I know nothing of the language. I am your doctor. I am in a Kabbalistic 
sphere. I am your numbers and mathematical figures, I speak about outer space. Where in this April are you? You speak I fall 
April. I am a sound. It is an investigation Jacques told me. I am his fiance's friend. We are all on a road. We are in a empty cafe. 
I am his music. I understand that he is closing in on a case. Let me explain the case. I laughed. I kept laughing. There are 
people crossing the road. What is their point? I don't understand you Jacques. I can't tell. Jacques is sitting on the floor. He is 


reading newspapers. What is the case about? You forgot to tell me. I told you it is about some man, I laughed. 


I left the house. I met my lover. It was like the rain. I was smoking a cigarette. I even felt graceful. She touched my hair. I 


ruffled it. I don't know, just where I'm going. 


Now when a dialectic ensues, the UCFML wins, but not as UCFML in neutrality, which means one must always divide in 
theology. Christ-liners, Sirohi-liners or Hebrew Theologicals, or Islamists, again PCF (Christ), UCFML (Hebrew only if with 
Sirohi) and GP (Islam), Islam becomes UCFML only if with (French or Organic ideas aligned in a specific astronomy or some 
such exceptional character). Now the dialectic assumes this, change the living being and the whole logic of the city, nation or 


world changes. 


IV. 


I was lying down on the bed. I kept laughing. Where did we meet? I don't even remember. What was your name? I found out 
about that later. What sense does it make? That we all die. What is the point of living then? It is inherently funny. I even think 
that man there doesn't know about death coming closer every day or year, it depends on the way you see it. Isn't it humorous, 
that we will all die at different points of time, and there is no meaning to life. I sat on the road and felt the blood on my head 


reach my shirt. 


Jacques told me it was my mother's case he was trying to solve. There are no clues, no suggestions, no evidence, no culprits. 
The case doesn't solve by itself. I told him he was a very honest man to tell me what the case was about. But why banter 


around, why not just solve it. It can't be solved easily. Then she must just have died. 


I met Ila. We walked together. She held my hand. Your hand in mine. I walked with her. I, don't know, just where I'm going. In 


the hospital, I cried. And then came the sound. We were all blasted out, blood everywhere, blood everywhere. 


V. 


Wrong, moitrima wrong. This is injustice in mathematics. No it is a logical contradiction in Hegel, that is what you missed. 
Take the matheme and make it a contradiction. I teach this way, if you do not contradict the previous step, its wrong. I went 
into the book store. We stole a book. I said it was so funny. I was all tangled, it is an intertanglement in the Great Proletarian 
Cultural Revolution. Like tangled hair. I was all about Mao at one point in life. And then its funny, but she died. I said what is 
the case all about, it is like an accident. It doesn't matter who did it, I said to Jacques, because, the endpoint arrives. Jacques 
reasoned on all questions, he solved the case. It was a chance in seventeen distinct directions, all logical moves. A leads to B 
and then C. And this is a simple case now. Let me explain targetted guessing. It is a social reason, and then a diagonalised 
reason. It cannot be the family, the family is a level, but then it is someone poor, but the poor is not related to a simple law. So 
it is someone rich. But the rich man is not responsible. So it is finally a friend. But the friend remains a friend. I will tell you, it 
is not anyone of these targetted people. It is finally a man there, just there. He is a squarish man, he is finally, a missed friend. 
No no, wait, I have the answer. It is a man or another man, or someone else. It is, I will tell you. That man. Because he has a 
case, on him. I matched the case. He got the case on him because he was in police custody for buying a weapon. It is that 
man, I tell you. I explained to Jacques, that that man was indeed the man, because I know him. He was my mother's friend. He 
was finally of the belief, that this incident, is freedom struggle related material. She was crossing the line. I call it a thin red 


line. The line crossed, was in fact the road crossed. And it was in the end, a mistake, an accident. 


VI. 


Jacques went to the door, he opened it and met Onsel. He was the man accused. He arrested him and took him to the police 
station. He caught his arms and handcuffed him. He even wrote down his details. He was then angered by fate. This man has 
no reason. No reason after all. I was then his witness. I spoke to the judge. The case was solved. Jacques recounted each step 
of reason. He wrote down his narrative. He took a weapon, and shot another man, on the road. Plain killing. He shot him in 


the head. And said, this is fate. 


Jacques had seven more people to take in. He went to the terrace of a building, and counted on his companions to enter into 
seven rooms, in seven distinct places, all buildings and rooms. He then set them off. They all shot at their encountered 
criminals. It all took place on the same day. It was a lightness. I was in the police car. I got off, and checked my watch. It was 


nine, in the night. 


VIL. 


I was blacking out in blood. I was staring at the sky. I was aware of the heavens. Sprawled on the ground was another person. 
I was walking with blood in my head pouring down. It was a disaster. I ruffled my hair and found more wounds. I was sitting 
down. I was looking at my lover, she was trying to find me. It was all chaotic. I saw another man jump into a bus, it hit him at a 
hard angel. This was then black outs, several seconds. I met a friend, who held my hand. I was unbuttoning my tie and suit to 


breathe. Ila, was falling down. 


